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Izzy's relationship was over. Axl had only found out because Duff told him about it. Weeks after the breakup 
had happened. 


Axl tried to play it cool but he knew it wasn't convincing. He was still disappointed that Izzy had been able to 
function without him, even worse, that he had found someore else to fuck him. At first he thought that lzzy 
had only chosen this guy to make him jealous and Axl had found a weird feeling of satisfaction in this idea. But 
the whole thing lasted longer than he thought it would and soon it was too late to change anything. And now 
they had already drifted so far apart that he was the last person on earth who was told about the breakup. 


Duff was about to leave when Axl asked as disinterested as possible, 


"Who ended it?" 


"His boyfr-" 

"He was not his boyfriend,” Axl interrupted him. 

Duff shot him a suspicious side glance. 

XE% 

Ever since Axl found out about the breakup he kept a wary eye on Izzy. He doubted that someone who didn't 
know Izzy the way he did, would recognize that something was wrong with him in the first place. But he saw 
that Izzy's facial expression was only a mirror of what he noticed in other people's faces. 

It was also striking that Izzy was seeking the closeness of the band lately. But whatever it was that he was 
looking for, he didnt seem to have found it because Axl noticed that he started to spend most of his days out. 
Nobody knew where he was or what he was doing. 

After a few days, Axl realized that it wasn't the band’s company anymore that Izzy was seeking. It was his 
own Izzy started visiting him in his bedroom. First of all he came in with plausible reasons and he didn't stay 
long so Axl didn’t really mind his presence. But lately he stepped in without having prepared an excuse and 
beyond that he was giving the impression that he wouldn't leave anytime soon. Izzy seemed restless and there 
was often a sense of an oppressive silence when they were sitting next to each other, but Axl did nothing to 
change that. 

"Have you written anything lately?" Izzy asked with his head drooping between his shoulders. 

"Sure." 

"Let me see," Izzy asked but his voice didn't sound enthusiastic. 

"Not just yet," he answered. 

"| wrote something," Izzy said finally with a questioning look on his face. 


Axl lifted his hands and let them rest in his lap again. He didnt want this to be easy for him. 


"Tell me if you think it’s cool," Izzy said. 


And for a short moment he didn't appear as hopeless anymore. 


Axl decided to give it a brief listen but he didnt really care. It was hard for him to talk to Izzy, to have him 


around again. 


To his own amazement Izzy didn't go get his guitar. He only pulled a crumpled piece of paper out of his jeans 


pocket and handed it to him. It felt warm in his hands. 


Axl took a look at it but didn't really read the words. He was paying attention to Izzy's hand writing which he 


had always liked It was entirely irregular and didn’t seem to have an order at all 
"What do you think 

"Hts not bad," Axl heard himself say and he handed it back to him. 

"Maybe we could make something out of it" 


"Maybe," Axl said and tried to follow Izzy's gaze that was fixed on him. He wasn't sure whether it was his foot 
or his leg that he was gazing at. It was his foot, Axl realized, as he moved it, jolting Izzy out of his thoughts. 


Axl stared at him blankly for a moment. He noticed how powerless and tired Izzy seemed. Almost as if gravity 
was pulling him down so hard that he couldn't sit up straight anymore. His head hung low, his back hunched, as 
his chin was sunk into his chest. But Axl didn't feel any sympathy. 


"| could get a TV and bring it up here," Izzy said suddenly, raising his eyebrows. His eyes seemed even bigger 
than usual. "The game's probably started already.” 


"Maybe we could watch the finals together," he continued. "Then there's no way you won't make it on time." 


Izzy smiled slightly. 

Axl shrugged his shoulders. He wasn't in the mood for these kind of jokes. 

"Come on," Izzy said. 

"So go get one if you want to." Those words came out more harshly than intended. He just wasn't able to show 
any kind of sympathy for his former best friend and lover at one point. It was obvious that Izzy couldn't deal 
with the situation but it made Axl angry to see him act so awkward around him. 

Axl wasn't sure whether he was seeking his company because he had missed him or if he was just using him 
to get over the breakup. He would have acted differently if Izzy would have apologized for being an asshole. 
Maybe the TV would be his way to say sorry. At times it was hard to understand his actions. 

“Alright then," Izzy said and with that, left the room. 


Axl didnt really count on the TV. Izzy always had a lot of ideas and he liked to get people excited about them. 
But he had already failed to put his ideas into practice several times before. Almost as if the enthusiasm was 
enough for him, making the need to put it into action get lost along the way. 


eR 


The next night Izzy came to his bedroom again. 


"| got the TV," he said into the darkness of the room. Axl could hear his hand sliding along the wall, searching 
for the light switch. He didnt mind the light. He hadn't truly slept yet. 


"| was asleep," he said irritated anyway. 

"Should | put it here?" 

Axl watched Izzy as he put the small and dusty TV on the ground right before the bed. Then he disappeared 
again For a moment Axl thought he wouldn't come back. But he did He was carrying a chair on which he placed 
the TV. It was a little too low but it would work. 

Izzy sat on the edge of the bed with a concentrated look on his face. Axl took the spot right next to him. Their 
shoulders touched and he was surprised how cold Izzy's skin was. When he watched him from the side he 
noticed that he hadn't shaved. His hair looked a little greasy and he seemed even more pale than usual. 

"Wanna watch some sports?" 

"Hm... " 


"A movie then?" 


"| don't really care, Izz," he snapped. "l'm a bit tired, you know?" It wasn't even a lie. The idea of watching TV 


with Izzy, although he was still pissed off, was frustrating and tiring. 


Izzy didnt say anything for a moment and Axl was curious to see if he would leave or not. He knew that if he 
would have been in Izzy's spot, he would have left. There was too much rejection from his side. But despite the 


anger, he knew that he would go after Izzy if he left. And then they would watch TV together. 
"Do you mind if | sit here for a while?" There was no enthusiasm in Izzy's voice anymore. 


Axl didnt mind. Of course not. 
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The TV was still switched on when Axl woke up. Izzy sat with his back against the wall next to him, his eyes 
glued to the flashing pictures of the screen It seemed he hadnt slept at all. There was a pillow behind his 
back. Izzy must have fetched it over while he was asleep. The absurd thought that he would nestle in crossed 
Axl's mind. 

He sat up and Izzy looked at him with a somewhat empty expression on his face. 

"Did you sleep?" 

Izzy didnt answer his question 

"At first | thought someone was dying on TV ‘till | realized that it’s only the weird noises you make when you 
‘re asleep. Kept me awake. | had almost forgotten about that." There was a cheeky grin on Izzy's face that Axl 
knew so well. 

"Then why did you sit here like a creep and keep listening?" 


Izzy sat up and switched the TV off. 


"I'm gonna go and." He didnt finish the sentence. He was already in the doorway when he asked, "Same time 


today?" As if they had developed some kind of routine that didn't allow any interruption 
"Sure," Axl said but made sure that he didn't sound too keen about it. 


eR 


The pillow next to him caught Axl's eye the following night. It almost seemed as if he was saving the place for 


Izzy, so he slid further towards the middle of the bed. 


Izzy knocked on the door only moments later. Axl wasn’t sure why he started to be polite after he had already 


crossed so many of his lines without hesitation. 


Izzy was sitting by his side, the TV wasnt switched on yet and the silence was so uncomfortable that Axl had 
to stifle a laugh. 


"That's not the highlight of a TV. You can switch it on, you know?" Izzy said. "The remote must be on your 


side," he continued with a smile on his face. 


The comment wasnt really funny, but Axl gave a laugh anyway. If only out of relief that he didn't have to 


stifle his amusement anymore. 


“Acting really brave for someone who is in need of company.” 
He couldn't find the remote so he leaned forward to switch the TV on 


Axl leaned back next to Izzy, whose legs were stretched out on the bed. He let his gaze linger on them and 
then slowly let it slide upwards Izzy's body. He briefly closed his eyes and for a second he visualized Izzy in 
front of him, on all fours, trying to hold balance while Axl fucked him from behind. Axl’s arms were holding his 


sides the way he liked it. 


He let his gaze wander towards Izzy's crotch. The outline of his cock was visible. He had always known when 


the right moment was to reach around and finish Izzy up. 


Right now he was in the mood to let Izzy sit on his lap. He would feel his tense leq muscles while he would bite 
and lick the soft skin of his neck and chest. He would pull his stiff nipples with his teeth. He knew Izzy didn't like 
that too much and that would be reason enough for him to do it over and over again. Izzy would ride him 
faster despite the discomfort or maybe even because of it, his ass bouncing up and down between Axl's legs. 
He knew the words Izzy needed to hear. He would gasp them into his ear and Izzy would be so turned on that 
he would want to shoot his load straightaway. 


Axl would push Izzy's sweaty shoulders down while he would move his cock upwards in a hard shove inside his 
body. He would feed his mouth with his tongue and grab his ass to control his movements. Izzy would beg him 
to touch his cock and Axl would wait until he could feel his own orgasm building up. Not until then he would 
close his fist around Izzy's cock who would jerk forward and it wouldn't take long until Axl would feel his warm 
come filling his hand. Without being told, Izzy would lick Axl's fingers and the sight would drive Axl crazy. He 
would crush their lips together and he would come hard into Izzy's exhausted body. So fucking hard. 


His gaze had lingered on Izzy's lips and he directed his attention to his eyes.. that were looking at him. 
Undoubtedly, Axl's gaze had betrayed him. Only now he noticed his own harsh breathing through his slightly 
parted lips. The expression on Izzy's face left no room for doubt. Axl knew his dirty mind. He would only have 
to reach over and pull his face towards his own. 


Izzy would give in immediately. Then he would tell him how much he needs him, how much he has always 
needed him. Their lips would barely touch while Izzy would keep on babbling about what a huge mistake he had 
made and that he would do anything to make it up to him. Anything. 

He would beg Axl for forgiveness, telling him how much he has missed his touch, how badly he longed to get 
fucked by him. He would admit that the other guy was a loser and that he didn't know shit about Izzy. And 
maybe, just maybe, Axl would give in 


And all of that was written on Izzy's face. 


It made Axl angry to remind himself that the only reason why Izzy had found his way back into his bed was 


that sorry excuse for a man that used to fuck him, and he looked away in disgust, mad at Izzy and 


disappointed by himself because he had given in so easily. 


He regained control and was able to breathe normally again when he heard Izzy's voice over the noise of the 


TV. 


He didnt try to fight the weariness after they had watched TV for a while. The last thing Axl saw before he 
fell asleep was the remote in the narrow gap between the bed frame and the mattress, but he didnt care 


enough to tell Izzy. 


EK 


He woke up with Izzy's head resting on his shoulder. It felt heavy and he needed a moment to realize that his 
own head was resting on top of Izzy's and that it added to the heaviness. It was difficult to leave his previous 
position His neck felt stiff and there was a sharp pain in his shoulder. Izzy's hair felt nice on his skin 


He remembered how good his messy hair used to feel between his fingers. He always enjoyed grabbing and 
pulling it roughly while they were making out. Izzy loved it too. 


He decided to remind Izzy and tugged one of his strands to wake him up. 


Izzy left the room soon after and Axl sat alone in the bed for a moment, trying to suppress the sudden desire 
to follow him. 


eR 


The band spent the following night in a bar. When they returned back home, everyone went their own way, 
except for Izzy. He followed Axl into his bedroom. The singer switched the TV on wordlessly while Izzy took "his 


place". 


'It was a mistake," Izzy said after a while and it took Axl a moment to understand that he was indeed finally 
saying the words he had waited to hear. To his own surprise, it didn’t change a thing. 


"I know," he said harshly. He was about to lose his patience. He didnt want to hear another word about that 
guy. 


He knew the direction Izzy wanted to bring the conversation to. He knew that there were a lot of things they 
should talk about. But right now all he wanted was to fuck him roughly. If Izzy hadnt started to talk about 
that guy, he would have done it. All he could do now was try to forget why everything had started to become 
so difficult. He turned around and pretended he wanted to sleep. Anything to keep Izzy from talking. 


He heard Izzy saying "thanks" when he was already half asleep but he wasn't sure if he had only imagined it. 


EK 

As soon as Axl opened his eyes, which seemed to be only five minutes later, all of his senses were wide awake, 
trying to realize what had happened. It was still dark in the room and he could feel Izzy's body pressed against 
his own. His hair was tickling his neck and his arm was lying heavy around Axl's waist. Izzy was breathing 
softly against his skin. His own arm was holding Izzy closely and a picture of what they must look like, formed 
in his head. 

He flinched at the thought and it caused Izzy to move. 

"You awake?" Izzy muttered when he pulled his head back from underneath Axl's chin 

Axl nodded. 

Then he felt Izzy's lips barely touching his own 


"What are you doing?" Axl asked softly. 


He heard Izzy muttering "nothing", before he felt his lips on his own. They felt warm and familiar. Despite the 
first impulse to pull away, he laid his hand on the back of Izzy's head to deepen the kiss. 


Then he rolled them over so that he landed on top of him. 


Izzy seemed to cringe a moment and Axl was about to win over his resistance if there hadn't been his arms 


that were still holding his body closely. 


Izzy didnt mind the kiss. Of course not. 


